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things, too much occupied with immortality. Here
in England the variety of the weather affords a special
incitement to discussion. It is like a fellow-creature
or a race-meeting; the sporting element is added, and
you never know what a single day may bring forth.
Shallow wits may laugh at such talk, but neither the
publishers' lists nor the Cowes Regatta, neither the
Veto nor the Insurance Act can compare for a moment
with the question whether it will rain this week. Why,
then, should we not talk about rain, and leave plays
and books and pictures and politics and scandal to
narrow and abnormal minds ? To adapt a Baconian
phrase, the weather is the one subject that you cannot
dull by jading it too far.

Nor does it arouse the evil passions of imparting in-
formation or contradicting opinions. When someone
says, "It is a iine day/' or " It's good weather for
ducks," he does not wish to convey a new fact. I
have known only one man who desired to contradict
such statements, and, looking up at the sky, would
have liked to order the sun in or out rather than agree ;
and he was a Territorial officer, so that command was
in his nature. But mention the Lords, or the Church,
or the Suffrage, and what a turmoil and tearing of hair !
What sandstorms of information, wfeat semi-courteous
contradiction! Whither has the sweet gregariousness
of human converse strayed ? Black looks flash from the
miracle of a seeing eye?,; bad blood rushes to thinking
foreheads ; the bonds of hell are loosed ; pale gods sit
trembling in their twilight. " 0 sons of Adam, the sun
still shines, and a spell of fair weather never did no
harm, as we heard tell on ; but don't you think a drop
of rain to-night would favour the roots ? You'll excuse
a farmer's grumbling/'